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Who, upheld by a vision of vanished prime,
Had followed the galloping scent, To learn too soon the message of time
That the grim fates ne'er relent. He rose with a sigh of mute appeal, And sadly and humbly came to heel.
" Poor lad ! " Joe said.   " Cheer oh, my son ! For rest is near when the day is done."
Slowly and stiffly the freaks at a fair, The toothless hound and the broken-kneed mare And the pauper old, went on their way Through the haunted shades of the sea fog grey, It was silent all.   The sound of the horn,
The music of the pack, No more from the valleys faint upborne
On the echoes ran lilting back.
"When they came to a stretch of downland bare Again Joe pressed the willing mare, And at once with the memory of her pride She bravely sprang  to her raking stride, And e'en pricked ear and reached at her rein When they neared a gate across the plain, But Joe, with a gloomy shake of his head, Cried," An infant would know thee as thoroughbred.
But Lass, hast forgot thy whistle and wheeze, Thy grass-fed belly and broken knees ? " He pulled her up and opened the gate, And the trio crept through disconsolate,